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V icto ry  and  Sorrow
By Kayla Brown
Butterflies, palms sweaty, knees shaking, the anticipation of competition, adrenaline rushing, 
waiting to go into to the show ring for the very first time. A 9 year old, long brown haired girl walked her 
pig into the ring. Eight years later that same exact feeling continues as I am in the holding pen waiting 
for my class to go into the ring.
Hi, my name is Kayla Brown. I am a 17 year old senior at Merritt High School. I am the daughter 
of Jarrod and Kimberly Brown of Elk City, Oklahoma. I have a younger brother, Colton Brown. I have 
attended Merritt Schools from Kindergarten and I will graduate in May of this year. I have been active in 
basketball, fastpitch softball, slowpitch softball, and FFA. I have been to the state tournament in 
slowpitch softball three times during my high school years, one of which I was the starting right fielder. I 
have been to the state tournament in basketball one year. I have received just about every award imagi­
nable at in the Merritt FFA chapter, from Star Greenhand, Star Chapter Farmer, Blue & Gold and T&D 
Meats Top Salesperson to Parliamentarian, Secretary, and President. I am currently attending South­
western Oklahoma State University at Sayre as a concurrent student.
At first I was unsure of the idea of showing pigs, but as the time came around for getting more 
show animals for some kids, I was getting my very first set of show pigs. My grandparents raised pigs 
and my dad and two aunts showed pigs, so I thought I had to keep the tradition going.
My first show was our county show. I thought to myself, we will sure see how much I'm actually 
going to like this. By the end of the day, I had won the title of Grand Champion Barrow at my county. I 
wasn't quitting, that's for sure! By the time the Oklahoma Youth Expo (OYE) was my next show I was 
more than ready. Getting fourth in my class was great with all of the pigs I had to compete against, but 
when it came time to load my pig on the truck that was one of the hardest things I had gone through at 
that age. I remember it like it was yesterday. My dad and I walked back to the trailer, his arm around 
me, comforting me and his exact words were, "Kayla, we are going to get more pigs. You'll have more to 
play with and work with." From that point on I knew I was meant to be in the show barn.
The next year, I had learned a lot about the showmanship part of showing. I have won numer­
ous showmanships by spending endless hours with my pigs and learning how each individual one works. 
At this point, I was learning about feeding and about what I would change about my animal to make 
them better.
In 2006, it was cold and I had two shirts on and my 4-H jacket. I had my pig "Dozer" in the 
holding pen trying to keep warm. Before I had entered the ring my dad brushed the side of my pig and 
told me good luck. The judge took one hard look at my pig and didn't look at me for the remaining time, 
until the last three pigs were in the ring. He placed me first and we all went back in for the champion 
cross drive. It took the judge a little while before he figured out his
decision. He grabbed the microphone and told the pig that he thought was champion. He walked over 
and shook my hand. Later in the day we waited for the grand drive of the 2006 Southwest District show. 
Again, the judge took his time picking the winner, but when he grabbed my hand and told me congrats I 
had this feeling in me that is unexplainable. I immediately called my mom. She had to stay home with 
my brother because he was sick. She didn't believe it was true at first, but then she finally start­
ed to believe us. 17
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In 2007, my family started our operation of raising pigs. We started with 5 gilts and this spring we 
will farrow out 17 litters. We currently have 25 sows and gilts that we breed and farrow.
Showing pigs was my everything. I was in the barn at my house all the time, you couldn't get me 
out. My brother was getting extremely sick in 2008 . It was one of the hardest years of my life. Colton, my 
brother, had Cystic Fibrosis. I was showing his pig for him at our county show when the doctors told my 
parents that my brother wasn't going to live much longer. Four years ago, around this time, I lost my 
brother to the battle of Cystic Fibrosis. We had many donations and thoughtful condolences sent to our 
house from the people that knew us from the pig barn.
When it was time for another set of animals my dad talked me into showing sheep. I wasn't good 
nor did I even know how to show a sheep. We had picked out my first lamb and he was at the house and 
we were bringing back my second one. My dad jumps into the trailer to catch my lamb when the door 
flung open and out jumped my sheep. Now before I go any further I want to mention that we live not too 
far from the interstate. My lamb took off down the driveway prancing like a deer through our neighbor­
hood. It was dark and my lamb was 
roaming the streets. My dad took off 
on foot to find my sheep and my 
mom and I jumped in the car to go 
look for him. After about an hour of 
searching my dad called for some 
backup. We finally had the bright 
idea to get my other sheep and tie 
him up so maybe the loose lamb 
would come to him. He did just that, 
but the tricky part was catching him 
from there. My dad slowly crept up 
on the sheep and as soon as he had 
gotten close enough the sheep 
jumped and my dad landed on top of 
him, but he caught him. That lamb 
from then on was to be called "Lucky 
Larry." He continued to be lucky and 
made the sale at the Tulsa State Fair. 
My next few years, I went on 
to learn about the basics of the 
sheep as I did with the pigs. Traveling to national shows was quite the experience for me. I went to
Denver, Colorado with a lamb named "Dos." I entered the show ring hoping to have a first or second to 
make the sale. I was given a third place ribbon and sent out of the ring and there waiting for me the dread­
ed sliding door. I had my eyes fixed on that door as walked my lamb towards it, tears filled my eyes. My 
dad and one of my show family members took one look at me and headed the other direction. The guys 
took my sheep from me and put him through that door. I was heartbroken. All my hard work with my lamb 
just to see him taken away from me. Kansas City, Missouri was another one of the national shows I com­
peted at. Not doing so well didn't stop me from having fun. Going to the haunted warehouses is now a 
must when we go to the American Royal Show.
Every year I would watch the grand drive at the OYE, with the stretch white hummer limo. The mu­
sic of "thunderstruck" played, the lights dimmed, the spotlights were going everywhere, and the lowering 
of the trophies. I had always dreamed of being the one sitting in the limo and stepping out with all the par­
ents, brothers, sisters, cousins, friends, and Ag teachers clapping and cheering for you. Last year, on March
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19th, I walked into my Crossbred class and won my class. I never imagined I would have Breed Champion 
Crossbred Wether and get my very first chance to ride in the limo. Getting out of the limo was bitter­
sweet. I was so nervous to walk into the Grand Drive. Finally, after what seemed like forever ,the judge 
had the microphone. My heart raced. The judge walked over to me and shook my hand. I didn't know 
whether to cry because of the excitement or to scream because I couldn't believe it was happening.
Later in the year, I was at the Tulsa State Fair with my all-time favorite lamb I had purchased 
from Matt & Jalene Kennedy. I knew my lamb was pretty good and he might have a shot of being in the 
top of the class, so I walked into the ring ready to go to the extremes of getting this lamb shown. As the 
judge walked up to handle my sheep I braced him, but as soon as the judge put his hand on my lamb I 
heard a loud pop and I was fell to the ground. My lamb just stood there looking at me, wondering just as 
all of you are, what I was doing on the ground. My knee cap dislocated and I thought all of my hard work 
with this lamb is not going down the drain. One of my chapter members stepped in to hold my lamb for 
me while I exited the ring and walked around for about 5 minutes. I tightened my brace, wiped the tears 
and sweat off of my face, and entered the ring ready for every circumstance to get this lamb shown. By 
the end of the show, I was Reserve Grand Champion Market Wether at the Tulsa State Fair.
I recently had knee surgery to secure by knee cap in place and I plan to show for my last time in 
March at the 2012 Oklahoma Youth Expo.
As my show career is ending, I would like to say some special thanks to the people that have 
been there for me through some of the best times and the worse times of my life.
Dad, thank you for helping me with my animals all these years. Thank you for pushing me to do 
my best even when I said I can't. You've taught me so many life lessons and I've enjoyed spending time 
in the barn with you. Thank you for being on the sidelines for me all these years. I couldn't have done it 
without you. I love you.
Mom, thank you for being my biggest fan and giving me the pep talks when I needed them. I'm 
so glad to have you. Thank you for putting up with me after a long day at a show and after a tough loss in 
a softball game. Thank you for sitting along the fence and taking pictures of me from the start and for 
being the loudest person in the crowd when I did well. I love you.
Colton, thank you for being my angel, my inspiration, and my best friend. I can't wait to see you 
again. Please watch out for me through everything I do and help me make my tough decisions. I love 
you, bubba!
Grandma, thank you for being at all of my events from shows to school events. I can't remember 
a time when you've missed something. Thank you for hauling me around when I was too young to drive 
and buying me the world. I couldn't imagine life without you. I love you.
Cooper, thank you for standing by my side through everything I've been through. Thanks for 
helping me show when I needed you and for being the big brother I didn't have.
Ty and Nicole, thanks for giving me the opportunity to be a part of your show family. I appreci­
ate all of the endless hours of teaching me to show and getting me to and from the ring. Without both of 
you I wouldn't be where I am today. I am glad to have you in my life.
I would like to thank my family, show family, friends, Ag teachers and my FFA chapter for all of 
the support and help through the past eight years of my show career. I would also like to thank all of the 
show people that gave my family prayers and love during the time of my brother's death. What you did 
for my family is something I will always be thankful for.
My future plans are to attend Oklahoma State University at Stillwater, OK. I plan to major in Ani­
mal Science/Pre-Vet and achieve my degree as a Veterinarian. After graduating college, I hope to move 
back southwestern Oklahoma and start my own vet clinic.
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